tAyorkfbiere T ragedy* 

Sam calls within, where areyou there? # ^ 

Sam. Boy look you walk my horfe with dilcretion, 

I hauc rid him (imply, I warrand his skin (licks to his 
back with very heate ,if a (houldcatch cold & get the 
Cough of the Lunges I were well ferued,were I not? 
What Raph and Oliuer. 

^w.Honeft fellow Sam welcome yfaith,what tneks 
haft thou brought from London. 

Furnijht with things from London * 
Srf.You fee I am hangd after the trueft fafhion, three 
hats,and two glaffcs, bobbing vpon em, tworebato 
wyers vpon my bred, a capcalc by my (ide, a brufh 
at my back,an Almanack in my pockct,u three bals 
lats in my Codpeece,naie I am the true picture of a 
Common feruingman. 

Oliuer lie fwcare thou art, Thou maid fet vp when 
thou wilt,Ther’s many a one begins with lefle I can 
tel thee that proues a rich mao ere he dyes,but whats 
the news from London Sam* 

Ra/phJ. thats well fed, whats the newes from Lon- 
don Sirrah • f ' . , 

My young miftrefle keeps fuch a puling for hir Ioue. 

Sam Why? the more foole (hce,I,thc more ninny 
hammer fhee* 

0// 4 Why Sam why? ' 

Saw. Why hees married to another Long agoe* 

Amhol faithyeleft. . 

5 rf*»-Why,did you not know that till now? why, 
hees married,beates his wife, and has two or three 
children by her :for you muft note that any woman 
beares the more when fhe is beaten- 

Raph. i thats true for (bee beares the blowes, 
r " ' Olttter 
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0/i#,Sirrah Sam, I would not for two years wages* 
my yong miftres knew fo much, fhecd run vpon the 
lefte hand Oi her wit, and nere be here ownc woman 
°gen 4 

Sam.Pind I think fhe was bleft in her Cradle that 
h£ neuer came in her bed, why hee has confuraed al, 
pawnd his lands, and made his vniuerfitic brother 
ftand in waxe for him,Thers a fine phrafefor a feriue- 
ncr,puh he owes more then his skins worths 
0//.Is*t poflible, * 

^.Nay He tell you moreoucr he calls his wife whore 
as familiarly as one would cal MalU Do !, and his chil- 
dren baftards as naturally as can bee, but what fiaue 
we hecre,I thought twas fomwhac puld downemy 
breeches: I quite forgot my two potingfticks,the(e 
csrnc from London. now ftnv thini? k cmnA 
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0//.I,farre fetcht you know; 

Sum.bm (peak in your confcience yfaith,haue not 

we as good DOtingftirks irh nnnrr.r oc I _ 

Q 

<5//».I,and lor waiting gentle women to. 

Sam. But Ra !ph,wbat,is our beer (owerthis thunder? 
<9/»,No no it holds countenance yet. 

Saps . Why then follow me, lie teach you the fined 
humor to be drunk in,I learnd it at London laft week- 
Ami[ faith lets heare it, lets hearc it. 

Sm - The braueft humor, twold do a man good to 
A3 be 




